Abate thy houres,{hine comforts, from the eaft; 

That I maybacketo Athens 3 by day lights 
From thefc that my poore company aetelt: 

And fleepe,th at fometimes fhuts vp iorrowes eye, 

Stcale mee a while from mine owne companie. Sleeve, 
Rob. Yet butthrecPCome one more* 

Two of both kindes makes vp fower, 

Heare fhee coraes,curft and laddc. 

Cup id is a kn auifh laddc. 

Thus to mdfce poore females madde. 

ner. Neuerfo weary ,ncuerfo in woe. 

Bedabbled with the deaw,and tornc with briers; 

I C 3 n no further crawle, no further goc: 

My legges can keepe no pafe with my defires. 

Here will 1 reft mec,till the breake olday: 

Heauens fhiclde LyjSakr , ifthey mcane afray. 

Rob. On the ground, fleepe founds 
lie apply your eye, gentle louer, remedy. 

When thou wak’ft, thou tak’ft 

True dclighr,in the fight, ofthyformer ladies eye: 

And the country prouerbe knowne. 

That euery man fhould take his owne. 

In your waking (hall be fhowcn, 
l*cke fhallhaue 7/7/ ; noughtfhall goe ill: 

The man fliall haue his mare again, & all fhall be well. 
Enter Queette of Faieries,4»<f Clove 
the king behindetberru. 

r ' Tita . Come fitthee downevpon thisflowry bed. 
While 1 thy amiable cheekes doe coy. 

And flick musk rofes in tby fieeke linoothhcad. 

And kiffe thy faire large eares,my gentle ioy* 
C/sn«.Whcre’s Peufe-blojfotnc? 

Feet. Ready, 

Clow. Scratch my headejPM/tf-^/^wff.Wher’sMoun- 
fieut Cobweb? Cf'£, Ready, 

Clok 


A Midiommer nigntes areamc. 

Clo Mounfleur G> W,good Mounfieur,get you your 
weapons in your hand, and kill me a red hipc Humble Bee, 
on the coppe of a thiflle : and good Mounfleur, bring mce 

the honybagge. Doe notfretyourfelfe too much, in the 

adion, Mounfleur : and good Mounfleur haue a care, the 
honvbagee breake not, 1 wold be loath to haue you oucr- 
flowen with a honibag ftgnior. Where’s Mounfleur Muf- 

tardfeede? 

CMufl. Readie. 

flo.Gmz me your neafe, Mounfleur MujlarofeedeJ’uy 
you, leaue your curtfie,good Mounfleur^ 

what’s your will? , _ , 

Clo. Nothing good Mounfleur , but to hclpeCaualery 
Cobwebbe, to ferateb, Imufltothe Barbers , Mounfleur. 
For methinkesl ammaruailes hairy aboutthc face.Andl 
am fuch a tender Afie, if my hairedoebut tickle mee, I 
muftferatch. 

Tiu. What, wilt thou heare fomemufique, my tweet* 

louc? . _ r 

Clo. Ihaue areafonable good earcin rauflque. Lets 

haue the tongs, and the bone** 

7yf<?.Or, fay fweeteloue, what thou defireft to eate, 

Clo , Truely a pecke of prouander. I could mounch your 
< 7 0 od dry Oates.Methinkes,! haue a great defire to a bot. 
dc of hay. Good hay,fwcete hay hath no fellow, (hoord, 
77 , lh**e a venturous Fairy, that (hall feeke th c S quiril* 
Andfetch thee newe nuts. . 

Clo , I had rather haue a handfulI,ortwoofdryed peale, 
But,r pray you.let none ofyour people ftirie me: 1 haue an 
expofition ot fleepe come vpon mee, 

Tyta. Slecpe thou, andl will winde theeinmy armes* 
Faieriesbe gon, and be alwaiesaway. 

So doth the woodbine, the fweete Honifucklc, 

Gently entwift:the female luy fo 

Enrsngs the barky fingers of the Elmc. ^ 
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